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promise of colour. I hope you will be able to see him, some day.
Except for Wednesday (when I have to go to Hythe, to my old
boat-yard) I shall be here continuously now, I hope . . . though
in disorder, as the place is unfinished, and I potter with job after
job. But please come, if you are in Dorset soon. Yours ever

T E SHAW

578 : TO SIR WILLIAM ROTHENSTEIN
5. v. 35.                                                       Clouds Hill> More ton, Dorset

Dear W.R., Manning died as I was on my way to Bourne, to
visit him. I turned off and rode down here. Your two letters came.
Between them I had to go to London and I called at Airlie
Gardens: vainly, as usual. I suppose you are still chained to your
College. Now Mrs. Hardy has sent me your last note. I am sorry
to appear so remiss; but my discharge from the R.A.F. (which
had to come) has rather done me in, so that I no longer have the
mind or wish to do anything at all. I just sit here in this cottage
and wonder about nothing in general. Comfort is a very poor
state after busyness.

As for Manning, I cannot say how sad the news made me. He
was a lovely person, and it is hateful to see him go out, unfinished.
But gone he very definitely is. It makes one feel as though
nothing can matter very much.

If I come to London again soon I shall ring your bell once
more. Patience will tell, in the end. Only I do not expect to come
up yet awhile. Yours ever                                          T. E. SHAW.

579: TO ERIC KENNINGTON
6. v. 35.                                                     Clouds Hill) Moreton, Dorset
Dear K., All over bonfires, the beautiful Dorset, to-night.
Twenty six, I think, so far, from my window. Ah well, poor
George I1
Don't bother about those drawings. Leave it a little while till
1 The Jubilee of King George the Fifth's accession.